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" You're coming with me, Sean, in the cab with
the grey mare."
"Will we see the fighting, Aunt Pegeen?" I
asked uncertainly. Aunt Pegeen nearly laughed
and I could see my other aunts observing her with
disapproval. I knew that they disliked her be-
cause she was pretty and wore nice clothes and
could sing The Snowy-Breasted Pearl as well as
play the piano with crossed hands.
Then Moira came up as we were leaving the
front door. She patted me on the back.
"Don't be forgettin' the lilies, Sean, an' be a
brave lad.'5
"Sean's looking nice in his black suit, Moira,"
said Aunt Pegeen, smiling at me affectionately.
Soon we were on the pavement and I saw five
cabs lined up there. Mrs. Gogan was being helped
into the last. The cabmen had very red hands
and faces and their noses were bulbous and blue-
veined. The horses stamped restlessly and were
eager to set off. I wondered if they knew by
heart the way to Mount Jerome Cemetery. I
entered the cab with the grey mare and sat opposite
to Aunt Pegeen and Uncle Walter. I remember
that two passers-by raised their hats as we moved
away from the kerb. Uncle Walter was very
silent. I tried to avoid meeting his sorrowful eyes ;
I stared out of the window steadily as we went
slowly along the Donnybrook Road. I saw a
placard advertising Theda Bara at the cinema and
I recollected that Dermot had told me his mother
said Theda Bara played fast parts which I could